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EDITORIAL 
!iT different periods in its history Trinity College has had some sort of literary organ. Each has had its run and sooner or later was 
dropped for financial reasons, or lack of support from 
the students. About six years have passed since the 
Trinity Tablet was seen on the campus. Last spring 
two students, conscious of the lack of such a vital 
organ, gradually circulated among their friends, the 
proposal of establishing a new literary magazine. At 
length ten men had gathered to give their support to 
the idea, and in the fall of 19 3 8 they set earnestly to 
work. It was with some difficulty and a tenacity of 
purpose that the idea became a reality and the maga-
zine, to be known as The Trinity Review, was ready 
for publication. 
The board has done everything in its power to 
present a magazine Trinity will be proud of. We 
fully realized our handicaps. Not a single student of 
the present enrollment has had the opportunity of 
realizing that there was an instrument through which 
be might express himself in the various literary forms. 
Consequently, it must be evident, this first issue has 
not begun to tap the resources of student effort. They 
must first be completely conscious of the availability 
of such an organ before the flow of material can be 
continuous and spontaneous. It may take a year or 
more to bring about such a desirable situation. Never-
theless, the hardest thing has been accomplished-a 
beginning. 
The effort which has brought about this creation 
is something new and fresh, both in initiative and 
inspiration. Unfortunately, it can not be linked with 
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the past publications of Trinity, though we realize 
the value of tradition to any college. It is more diffi-
cult to revive something old, which has not had con-
tinual growth, and to expect of it vitality and spirit, 
than to mould something young which will contain 
these forces. So the very fact that this effort is new 
and fresh should add impetus and enthusiasm to its 
purpose. 
The purpose, itself, is to foster creative writing. 
We confidently believe that there lies in the desk-
draws of students in this college, material which has 
never met the eyes of instructors or professors; material 
which is the product of spontaneity; material which is 
written at the dictation of one's own heart and brain, 
and not at the dictation or suggestion embodied in 
assignments. This is the material we want. Beyond 
being the instrument for the publication of this work, 
we trust this magazine will be a stimulus for further 
and greater volume of creative writings. We strongly 
feel that it is necessary for Trinity to have such a 
publication through which its students may exercise 
their powers of literary expression, which is becoming 
more and more the greatest of factors in the determi-
nation of civilization. Everyone is aware that the 
flame to write must be kindled in youth if it is to 
achieve any great amount of heat, and that there are 
but few exceptions where, once past that age, it can 
be kindled at all. In view of this fact, we feel we 
have a cause worthy of the support of all. 
If this magazine can be the initial step in building 
one literary career of which Trinity may some day 
boast, it has fulfilled its purpose; if, however, it merely 
offers students a legitimate escape for the vital inten-
sities of youth, and helps them realize the greatest of 
all satisfactions-that of creation, it has not been in 
vam. 
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~HE FATE OF IDEALISM 
Marshall N ead, '41 
mART of an individual's evolution to mental ma-turity appears to be a temporary trend toward idealism. The birth of this trend, its rise to a 
climax, and the subsequent relapse into conservatism, 
which assumes reality to a greater extent as years go by, 
until thought of change in custom: or system seems 
frightening, form a case for study. 
An adolescent, if his thinking poWers are at all 
alive, becomes suddenly appalled upon realizing that 
civilization and the world about him are not kind and 
just, but are filled with deceit and oppression. After 
recuperation from the blow that the knowledge of 
these realities has caused in him, the youthful individ-
ual either disciplines himself to think no more about 
such unpleasant situations, except as they may apply 
to himself, or he becomes genuinely dissatisfied with 
many existing conditions. In time he gains a clearer 
comprehension of facts, and, among various economic 
and social faults, he discerns a powerful materialistic 
tendency which apparently dominates the life of every-
one about him. In addition to this, he finds that 
hypocrisy is not an antique term used to characterize 
villains of past ages, but is, rather, an evil reality. 
The next step in this evolution is the preception of 
a set of ideas, contrary to prevalent and evident ideas, 
embodied in a vague term called "idealism'." Church 
and school both advocate this anti-materialistic phi-
losophy. The way is clearly illuminated by such 
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names as Christ, Plato, and St. Francis of Assisi. Here, 
then, is a solution to every problem. Idealism has 
adopted a new son; the world is to be greatly benefited, 
and not in the far distant future. Terms denoting 
power and beauty, such as truth. justice, peace, gener-
osity, love, and brotherhood are hurled by the aspiring 
idealist at the adamant ears of "experienced" persons, 
from which they bounce harmlessly off. Worse than 
that, far more potent terms, such as Socialism, Com-
munism, and agnosticism bring tears of pity to the far-
seeing eyes of elders. 
Then, as the ardency of the idealist grows, a change 
of a materialistic nature occurs in the life of the indi-
vidual. He realizes that, although body can exist with-
out mind, mind cannot exist without body. Loath-
some as is the idea, he must go out and look for a job. 
How humiliating it is when jobs are scarce; how un-
comfortable, even for an idealist, to be hungry. Sub-
mission to materialism becomes necessary. Then, for 
the first time, the practicality of idealism is seriously 
.doubted. Helpful friends, once the victims of vocal 
:idealistic missiles, condescend to advise the idealist to 
"be practical, for a change." Financial security, fol-
lowed by wealth, leap up as the goals to life. Necessity 
for caring for one's own needs and desires supplants 
consideration for others. The great and personal fight 
is begun, and money, denounced by clergymen and 
teachers - even by business and professional people 
who have an adequate supply of it-grows daily in im-
portance. The young doctor who was going to dis-
cover a cure for cancer takes the easy. the practical way, 
and devotes his abilities to gaining personal wealth. 
The idealist frames the glorious words which burned 
in his heart so short a while ago, and hangs 'them on 
the wall, and, as he contemplates them, he murmurs, 
"When it's convenient. when it's convenient." 
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What hope then has the idealist? At the age of 20 
be cannot expect to overthrow entire economic and 
social systems. The individual has no choice but to in-
dulge in the mad pursuit of dollars. It does seem logi-
cal, however, to have faith in the Greek idea of attain-
ing happiness by avoiding excess and defect. By not 
permitting desire for personal gain to become the main 
factor of one's plan for living, one may retain idealism 
in a materialistic world. Sincere devotion to this ideal-
ism often demands sacrifice of personal acquisition, but 
the individual, heroically, can succeed in adapting him-
self to existing conditions, and he can still maintain the 
determination to uphold sanely and consistently those 
great values for which his enthusiasm was once violent 
and passionate. This maintenance of idealism de-
mands effort and patience on the part of the person 
concerned. Courage and a spirit of adventure must 
ultimately dominate his existence, in contrast to the 
safe, although monotonous, life of the materialist . 
... . ... 
DIRCE 
Walter Savage Landor 
Stand close around, ye Stygian set, 
With Dirce in one boat conveyed, 
Or, Charon, seeing, may forget 
That he is old, and she a shade. 
Translation: 
Circumsurgite confertim nunc, 0 Stygius grex, 
_ Qui una cum Dirca navigio vehitur, 
Ne Charon obliviscatur, cum viderit, illam, 
Se senio affectum, Dircam at enim umbram agilem. 
William John Wolf, '40 
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MUSIC: A UNIVERSAL LANGUAGE 
W a !lace Anderson, '3 9 
IIF we wish to read Goethe in the original, we must learn German; if Tolstoi, Russian; if Dante. Italian; and if Ibsen, Norwegian. Is 
is not wonderful and fortunate, therefore, that Beet-
hoven, Tschaikowsky, Verdi, and Grieg, should write 
in the same language, namely: Music? 
Many people have the mistaken idea that the ap-
preciation of music is only for those who have studied 
and know the intricacies of harmony and counterpoint. 
What a pity, for they are missing one of the rarest 
treats of life! 
Professor William Lyon Phelps of Yale University 
writes that he had no interest in music until he was 
twenty-one years of age, principally because he had 
never listened to it. To be sure he had heard music, 
but the difference between hearing and listening is the 
same as that of a life without emotion, and one filled 
with happiness. Music is the expression of feeling 
through sounds combined in beautiful forms. Musical 
tones gratify the ear, just as light and color gratify the 
eye, agreeable tastes the palate, and tangible objects the 
touch. 
When the aged Franz Haydn was about to set out 
upon a journey to England, his pupil Mozart besought 
him not to attempt it, as he was not learned in foreign 
languages; whereupon the aged master of music replied, 
"My art speaks all languages." 
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Is it not true that music speaks to us in different 
ways? Sometimes it fosters excitement, at others calm-
ness, but always some inexpressible feeling. On really 
hearing music for the first time, many people experience 
emotions never before felt. We all agree that music is 
beautiful. We also know that beauty is the most pow-
erful means of expression. Music, then, expresses it-
self to each of us, but cannot be expressed by man, in 
word, as it deals with emotions and feelings. If we 
try to describe some emotion, we attempt the impossi-
ble. 
I grant you that music does not affect everyone 
in the same manner. Each person has his own inter-
pretation of various kinds of music. Sometimes the 
playing of a piece of music gives rise to a mental photo-
graph. In his essay, "Music," Professor Phelps says 
that everytime he hears Handel's famous "Largo" from 
the opera "Xerxes," he sees in his mind clear, air-tall 
mountain peaks. Halfway up the mountain side, on 
a road by the precipice, is a procession of white-stoled 
priests marching two by two. They disappear, only 
to reappear higher up as the music increases in volume, 
leaving him with a sense of peace and well-being. 
How often have we heard people say, "Oh, how I 
wish I could get my mind off my work!" or some-
thing to that effect. Some people, who are ordinarily 
normal, become morbid and melancholy under burdens 
of the mind. 
Music is being prescribed by physicians as a cure 
for melancholia. Will power has no effect, except to 
heighten the distraught condition. The only cure is 
one by which the patient's thoughts and emotions are 
diverted. An example of this is given in the Bible, in 
the story of Saul and David: 
"And it came to pass, when the evil spirit from God 
was upon Saul, that David took an harp, and played 
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with his hand; so Saul was refreshed, and was well, 
and the evil spirit departed from him." The evil spirit, 
of course, can be interpreted as a fit of melancholy to 
which Saul was often subject. 
So you see that great music is not only inspiring and 
refreshing, but a positive restorative as well. And if 
there is anything the world needs just now, it is some-
thing to restore its confidence and hopes. Surely, music, 
the only universal language, is the means. 
"God is its author, not man-He laid 
The keynote of all harmonies. He planned 
All perfect combinations, and He made 
Us, so that we could understand." 
....... 
THE SNOB 
Yesterday I overheard 
Two mouses arguing over 
A crust of bread. 
One said. "I am an 
Educated mouse, having 
Gnawed my way through half 
Of Euclid: 
Because of this I should 
Get the larger share." 
The other mouse was very 
Much impressed-
And yielded. 
Today the educated mouse 
Got himself 
Caught in a trap. So 
Watinhell good was 
His education? 
Dan Cruson, '3 9 · 
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LIFT UP YOUR EYES 
George B . Patterson, '3 9 
liT was Christmas Eve in Prague, 1939, and the sound of distant cannon was borne low and grumbling to the ears of the frightened city-
dwellers. The wearers of the swastika, uncontent with 
their holdings in the Sudeten and in Memel, were on 
the march once more, and westward the Czech de-
fenses were fast crumbling under the Nazi barrage. 
A small boy leaned out of the window of a garret 
that overlooked a cobbled courtyard in the south sec-
tion of the city, and marveled at the swaying network 
of shadow and light on the ground below. The winds 
tossed the hanging lamps of the yard to and fro, and 
banged them noisily against the walls of the buildings. 
Beyond his window lay Prague, inky and vast, 
ablaze with a million tiny lights that only seemed to 
heighten the city's darkness. A huge Gothic cathedral, 
its sides glimmering in the moonlight, streamed up-
wards into space ; nearby a squat Romanesque building 
toad-like hugged the terrain. Above, the moon's 
pallid disc held sterile sway in the heaven's black, vel-
vety expanse. Across a sky that was all a-glitter with 
the shining dust of the stars, fled spectral cloud-
wraiths, seeking refuge from the pursuing fingers of the 
gust. 
The child looked up at the clear heavens, the star-
sown infinity of space, and awe gripped his youthful 
mind. He felt as though he were on the brink of some 
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great discovery-the illimitable pathways of the sky, 
seemingly stretching forever and forever into nowhere, 
struck fear, cold and giddy, into his heart. 
Suddenly the chime of distant steeple bells rang 
forth into the windy night, and the pagan mystery of 
the heavens was for a moment banished from the trou~ 
bled mind of the boy. This reminder of his religion 
and of those other h2ppy Christmas Eves set his 
thoughts at temporary rest. 
All the while the enemy guns muttered grimly in 
the distance, and their bourne of hatred and of death 
swept into the city streets and rang through the ears of 
Prague's inhabitants. But hark! What was that 
buzzing chant, that drone which now began to rise 
above the muffled tumult of the cannon? The alien 
noise grew and grew, and its meaning soon became 
dear to the people of Prague as the cry went like fire 
through the streets, "German bombers! Get to the 
cellars!'' 
But the lonesome youth in the garret heeded not 
the strident drone of the planes, .so filled was his head 
with thoughts of the shining and beautiful night, of 
the mystery of Christ and the Father, and of his own 
life stretching into the uncharted future, a thrilling 
and somehow glistening adventure. Far overhead the 
bombers disgorged their deadly cargo while the boy 
dream'ed on, and all of a sudden the little, cobbled 
courtyard and garret were swallowed up in a roaring 
vortex of flame and spurting masonry. 
Soon the bombers had finished their deadly sow~ 
ing, and droned off into the west again, futilely pur~ 
sued by anti·-aircraft blasts, the occupants knowing 
only that they had done their duty as soldiers, and 
never dreaming of the horrible end which they had just 
meted out to a young boy, a minute ago all aflame with 
the fever of youth and beauty. 
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HAVE YOU A CONDITION? 
Lee Dana Goodman, '41 
IIHE dictionary tells us that a condition is a state of being, and dismisses it at that. In past gen-erations a condition had a bad connotation-
such as ulcers, high blood-pressure, palpitations, and 
maternity. Today we have given that subtle term a 
broader, more pleasant, less "diseased" meaning. To-
day "condition" is no more a state of being than a pig 
is a member of the swine family, or a fruit is a grocery 
product. By the help of psychologists, psycho-
analysists, advertisers, and Roosevelt, every one can 
have, and even enjoy, a condition. 
Sex-appeal, a perfectly healthy symptom of the 
young, beautiful, and normal. became "it." It was 
not poor taste to inquire, "has she 'it'?" It was hoped 
"it" was contagious, and it was, as Hollywood found 
out. The third person neuter became the most per-
sonal. and sought-after attribute in life. Cosmeticians, 
dancing schools, dress shops, and liver-pill manufac-
turers claimed "it" could be possessed only through 
them. Claustrophobia is pure rationalization of the 
desire to go places and do big things. Another enjoy-
able condition is amnesia, chiefly "suffered" by hus-
bands. Wives patronize the realm of the abnormal by 
constant attention to conditions which are chiefly 
caloric. It is smart for women to "rave" and be "in-
sane" about things that deviate from the normal: such 
as styles, and the Dionne royal flush. Love is also a 
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condition. Those inflicted with the malady suffer from 
hyperesthesia, which is short for "increased sensi-
tivity." 
Before the psychological era, conditions were reme-
died by tonics. Vlomen had the exclusive use of Lydia 
Pinkham's Compound, and both men and women 
resorted to the bottle. There has been a shift from 
physical to mental problems. Nowadays people are 
either introverts or extroverts. It is only recently that 
the "inferiority-complex" was discovered by Freud. 
It is no longer smart to talk about high blood-pressure, 
varicose veins, and piles; ambiguous mental foibles 
have replaced them. One can be depressed, repressed, 
suppressed, and impressed; melancholic, neurotic, exot-
ic; one can have hyperesthesia, nostalgia, amnesia, and 
anesthesia ; claustrophobia and other "obias"; egoism 
and numerous other " isms." Perhaps a complex would 
be more becoming. There is an inferiority-complex, 
oedipus-complex, escape-complex. sex-complex, or 
Mother-Goose complex. Dementia praecox and manic-
depression, both invitations to insanity, are even toyed 
with. All kinds of conditions are available in numer-
ous categories of consciousness, from inebriation to un-
consciousness. People without initiative and original-
ity can always fall back on ennui, a common condition. 
Our times are largely responsible for most of these 
"ills." Color-blindness is a motorist's condition, de-
veloped by stop-lights. Bankruptcy and poverty are 
physio-economic ones. They are an excuse for studied 
carelessness. progressive dinners, poverty parties, less 
entertaining yet more friends (for misery likes com-
pany), and lastly the nervous breakdown. People 
who still cling to the physical have discovered genes, 
chromosomes, glands. and vitamines-all are fertile 
sources for conditions. Industrialism has so influenced 
our lives that we are made conscious of new conditions 
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through advertising: thus the dreadful "bird-cage 
mouth" which was formerly a strictly private matter. 
''Lordosis," the result of poor posture, is a prominent 
"derriere," and was never popularly called to the pub-
lic's attention. No condition is more distasteful than 
hallitosis, or B. 0.; not even your best friend will tell 
you, so that these horrible conditions are not called to 
your attention until (as the ads insinuate) you too 
might be offending. However the realm of phobias, 
"isms", "osis", "erts" , and "ics" is limitless, so take 
your pick. 
In the pace of twentieth-century life the long-cher-
ished normality of past generations has been aban-
doned. One used to take pride in weathering the rigors 
of a passive existence, and only be scarred by the ills 
of old age such as rheumatism and arthritis. Now the 
abnormal is accepted, nay, cultivated. for a progressive 
individual in this day and age gladly bears the mental, 
spiritual, and physical wounds received in the pursuit 
of progress, which is a survival of the fittest. To re-
main normal is to admit being a bystander, a social par-
asite, whose existence runs contrary to the life force. To 
progress we must sacrifice. What better sacrifice can 
we make than normality, and how better can we sacri-
fice it than with "conditions"? 
THE TRINITY REVIEW 
HIDDEN GARDENS 
When music better speaks of memories, 
' Or when in silent converse with the great 
Impersonal grandeur which now, of late, 
Sweet Nature has bestowed upon the trees 
In multi-colored patches-blends the leaves, 
And rolls her canvas back to dedicate 
Her beauty on retreating hills, which wait, 
As hidden gardens of Gethsemanes: 
The tired and lonely mind can find its rest 
In language that speaks not with human tongue, 
But quietly reflects a soul that's stung 
By separation from its heart's desire. 
How futile, then, to hope that words can best 
Portray this pain in solitude's attire. 
Richard Knowles Morris, , 41 
·•· .... 
NOCTURNE 
The air is cool and motionless below 
A canopy of gold-pricked purple hue, 
.And blessed with swamp scent fused in evening dew. 
'The stars stare from their sunken places, glow, 
And fade, and come again, and seem to grow 
Like bursting buds that bloom, just one or two, 
And stand out markedly from the rest in view; 
Or like to notes that clear and high will flow 
Forth from the flute, above a symphony 
Of instruments and then, melodious, 
Trill down to former state in sedulous 
Retreat. It would not be nocturnal scene 
If stars did not appear, but rather be 
A sky, to me, of black and hopeless mien. 
Richard Knowles Morris, '41 
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EROS IN THE ARCTIC 
Tired Rudolf now has lain him down to sleep 
Amongst the various skins of victory-
The bear, the deer, the wildcat, and the fox . 
Beside his ox-like body, stained with blood, 
Lay Olga, of the sad a·nd brooding face , 
Her body naked to the silent night 
Which could not of its beauty prate a word 
To the man now breathing with a labored grace. 
His might-enclosed lungs were sonorous, 
His sweaty body reeking of the prey. 
His hard face pressed into the narrow couch 
Unthinking now-perhaps forevermore. 
Frail body, soft and white and curved, 
Enfolded his tan limbs with sinuous grace. 
Wild terror and wild joy ensnared him now: 
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Went coursing through his veins and through his loins, 
Tore open his red eyes and moved his hands 
To crush and rend these atoms of delight 
Close to his body, primitive and wild. 
To spend and to be spent! 
To feel and to be felt! 
Warm, and in turn be warmed: 
Stir passion and be stirred! 
Blend swaying through the constant night 
Until the cold sun streaks across the cot. 
And rise to greet the dawn still unrefreshed 
Drinking her joy to no avail ; 
For sons she had not one : 
Nor ever would again, since Eric died. 
Now Rudolf stirred himself again and cursed, 
Threw Olga from him like a bear 
Cuffing her young offspring in despair, 
Loving and hating and unwittingly 
Laying down that first and foremost law: 
None but the fittest shall survive. Henry Hayden, '39 
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Dear James: 
THE TRINITY REVIEW 
ON LETTER WRITING 
Richard Knowles Morris, '41 
Hartford, Conn. 
I find you doubtful as to the advantages of letter-
writing, and I am annoyed by your shocking and final 
statements concerning it. Permit me to propose a de-
fense, a discourse, if you will, on what may well be 
called a lost art. 
Immediately we agree upon the elimination of that 
vast correspondence of the business world, which has 
long since become indispensable to successful, commer-
cial enterprise, leaving to us the entire scope of social 
communication. Granted it is too large a scope to en-
close adequately in an ordinary epistle, but I shall en-
deavor to see what can be done. 
The days of the ChesterfieldiJn standards are gone, 
and therefore we should not lament their passing, nor 
consider the passing a loss. It would be as useless to 
attempt to revive them as it would be to bring back 
the days of the horse and buggy-and as ridiculous. 
·v.le are living in an age of rapid communication, where-
in two places a thousand miles apart seem to be as near 
to us now as a distance of fifty miles was a century 
ago. This is an undeniable blow at letter writing. It 
has been the major factor in prompting you to say : 
"Why write? I will see you in a month or so ; we live 
scarcely a day's trip from one another." But of time 
the converse is true : a month in this age of speed is 
packed with a thousand more experiences and I am 
anxious to hear how you have managed them all, and 
I am eager to know of your reactions to the present 
crisis in Europe, which, next month, will have grown 
to such complexity that when we do meet we shall not 
have time to discuss it all ; I desire to know what you 
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think of Anthony Adverse or Gone With The Wind, 
and the countless worthwhile books which constantly 
flow from the presses; I want to know of your personal 
triumphs and will be a sympathetic listener to your 
failures. This does not necPssitate the Chesterfieldian 
length, but can be found in the more precise, less formal 
and more homely letters of modern cosmopolites, for 
example, in the letters of H. G. Wells. 
Is it not possible in this fast-moving life of today 
that we think we have found an excuse for not writing? 
We argue that friends may be kept by sending tele-
grams at New Year's and Easter, a little gift at Christ-
mas, or what is even more effective, a gift on one's 
birthday: for the remembrance of the day is alone an 
expression of extraordinary thoughtfulness. All these 
things are, no doubt, sufficient for the superficial aspect 
of friendship, but, as Emerson would say, to keep a 
friend we must first of all be a friend. This demands 
effort, for anything worthwhile demands effort, and 
letter-writing need not be a task. It bas its compensa-
tions for us who will c;lip out of the current of every-
day affairs and spend an hour or two conversing on 
paper. It may be a means of conveying thoughts 
which warrant attention and might otherwise perish. 
It stimulates one's whole being to find words arising 
from his own words-the thrill of an anticipated 
answer. And, most of all, it makes possible a con-
tinuity in the lives of two separated individuals, where 
great gaps would there exist, never to be filled even by 
later person-to-person conversation, if they had failed 
to move themselves to write. We qm all afford to step 
aside occasionally and reflect upon our lives, even in 
this century, and to set that reflection down in writing 
to a receptive friend. You at once flatter your friend, 
and satisfy yourself. There is no better way to keep 
a friendship than to write a heart-to-heart letter. 
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You ask, in an impatient tone : "But what is there 
to write about? " You have done nobly well yourself, 
therefore your tone is slightly out of tune, but in view 
of the fact that others ask the same question without 
any evidence of labor it would be well to inquire into 
the answer. I am not interested in the weather at the 
place you reside (for that I can turn on the radio or 
read the newspaper) , unless you write from some for~ 
eign land: then you may enlighten me in detail upon 
the subject. To a lady friend it might not be amiss 
to write at length on the weather, particularly a season 
-it is more essentially a feminine topic-describing the 
flowers in your garden, the trees, or a moonlight night: 
depending, of course, on how well you know the lady. 
On the whole, however, the weather is not a good sub~ 
ject for a friendly letter, any more than it is a good sub~ 
ject for genial conversation. It is trite and meaning~ 
less. We can always flavor our letters with personal 
touches, about this or that person whom we know ; 
like the frosting on a cake-tasteful, but not the true 
nourishment. A book is always good material for an 
entire letter, and many books now consumed by the 
indiscriminate public may with great satisfaction be 
attacked by us in our private papers : for honest criti-
cism is not appreciated until the thing criticised has lost 
popular acclaim. In politics the field is unlimited, and 
one in which a d1.scussion mav be extended over a series 
of letters. Is there not a feeling of sly excitement at 
being able to express yourself to the fullest on such a 
matter without interruption? And is there not an 
equal excitement-perhaps of a less pleasing nature, 
nonetheless excitement-upon receiving an answer ably 
presented, that refutes your minutest point? So politics 
is an excellent subject. In religion, concerning the mys-
teries of life, there is another great field in which one 
often finds himself more daring when he writes his 
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thoughts on paper, than he would seem to be when 
talking with an0ther. In short, yon may write any-
thing in a letter by which you know your friend , who 
is to receive it, will be neither insulted nor bored. This 
does not mean you should always write to please him; 
arousing his fighting spirit is a good healthy way to 
insure a reply. Therefore most subjects are permissi-
ble, for you will remember that Charles Lamb not only 
wrote a remarkable dissertation on pigs, but a humor-
ous and completely enjoyable letter to his friend Cole-
ridge about the same animals. 
You are wondering, perhaps, why I have delayed 
to mention that famous and most numerous group, the 
love letters. One has but to glance at the volumes 
composing the heart-records of such immortals as Abel-
ard and Eloisa, Swift and Esther Johnson, Wellington 
and Priscilla Burghersh, Browning and Elizabeth Bar-
rett, and others as well, to realize the tremendous part 
that letters can play in the loves of men and women. 
I cannot help but smile at the naive statement which is 
now proverbial: never commit yourself on paper. It is 
the advice of parents and elders-to say nothing of 
lawyers - and has been instilled into the minds of 
young people, particularly young men, to such an ex-
tent that it has become almost ineradicable. It has 
placed an unfortunate, unintended, and absurd power 
into the hands of women who have no minds. But 
they too will lose if the effect, the checking of the nat-
ural flow of letters, becomes universal-it will be one 
less means by which they could hope to receive flat-
tery! Lovers talk or act with one another what can 
not be said or done in writing; therefore, what a lover 
dares to write is probably more sincere than his spoken 
words--or he h:1s no business to write at all. No 
doubt many are extremely cautious about love-letters 
for fear of being made ridiculous, or becoming the 
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source of much fun-making, if they are too often found 
composing them. For those we have the statement of 
Due de La Rochefoucauld: "A man who is never fool-
ish is not as wise as he thinks he is." 
True love may find a surprising bond in letters. In 
them it attains even greater heights. If separation 
necessitates their usage, it becomes removed from blind 
and overwhelming passion ; it depends on the mind 
and soul; it becom·es elevated to that Platonic level so 
often held impossible ; it not only continues but it 
grows stronger and deeper, developing, by the process 
of writing, the appreciation, understanding, and in-
tellect. confirming Bacon's observation : "Writing 
maketh an exact man." 
Eloisa retired to a convent, leaving behind her 
passionate love, and within its wall she wrote into her 
letters a love more immortal than her worldly love 
(though we should not forget that her worldly love 
gave it birth) . Alexander Pope translated these words 
in Eloisa and Abelard thus: 
"Yet write-oh! write me all-that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this power away ; 
And to my Abelard less kind than they? 
Tears still are mine, and those I need not spare: 
Love but demands what else were shed in prayer ; 
No happier task these faded eyes pursue ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 
Then share my pain, allow that sad relief: 
Ah! more than share it-give me all thy grief. 
Heaven first taught letters for some wretch's aid, 
Some banished lover, or some captive maid; 
They. liv:. they speak, they breathe what love 
mspues, 
Warm from the soul .... " 
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Take up the letters of Sir Arthur Wellesley, later 
Duke of Wellington, to Lady Burghersh. They are 
brief; they are the product of a balanced personality; 
they are less intimate, less passionate than the majority 
of love-letters, yet they are affectionate and no less 
noble. Someone has said of the famous general: " He 
has been represented as a hard, stern, unsympathetic 
man-one to be greatly admired and feared , but not 
loved: one who has been described as sitting in his old 
age 'lonely in the bleak and comfortless surroundings 
that he chose ; while friendship and family affection 
passed him by.'" But here in his private life we see 
these letters which speak of devotion, which portray a 
side of his character that otherwise would have re-
mained obscure to us. I do not mean that we should 
write with either the hope or fear that the public will 
some day read our personal documents-that is affecta-
tion. Bv conscious effort the true value of letter-writ-
ing would be destroyed. Letters should remain forever 
a confidence, while we are alive to keep them so. They 
should not be written with the view of pleasing some 
future editor. They should be, above all, sincere. 
They should not be afraid to be human. When let-
ters on the pedant's shelves are forgotten, and we write 
freely and spontaneously, then and then only, will the 
art again find itself. 
To paraphrase Thoreau : "What a man would 
honestly write of himself, that it is which indicates, or 
rather, determines his fate." This is easily confirmed 
by the importance biographers place upon the corres-
pondence of their subjects : it tells what careers and 
writings may never reveal. What was Shakespeare 
really like? We have only the vaguest idea. Because 
of his greatness, he became lost in his works. Through 
his sonnets we might be able to divine inklings of his 
character and moods, but is it not clear that if he had 
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left letters to (not for) posterity. we could be much 
more certain of Shakespeare the man? Letters to friends 
are, therefore, and should be, confessional, for it has 
truthfully been said in many ways that a friend is one 
in whom we can confide. 
Allow me to repeat that by conscious effort the 
true value of letter wri6ng is destroyed. You do not 
need to be a stylist. If you possess culture you need 
not parade it. An appropriate Latin phrase will not 
win the heart of a lover: it has the beauty of an ancient 
ruin, distant and cold. Let the "heart dictate to the 
pen" and sing with T 'agore " this love between you and 
me is simple as a song." Then you will discover in 
love letters, provided you have chosen well your recipi-
ent, an unguessed bond which can transcend even such 
seemingly cutting conventions as marriage, which we 
saw in the case of \\'ellington. 
Parental communications are numerous in every 
generation. It is unfortunate to behold the letters of 
parents to their sons and daughters which revive the 
antiquated style and body of the Chesterfieldian type 
or those written by Sir Henry Sidney to his more fam-
ous son, Philip. It is that conscious effort to write 
with ease cropping up again. Richard Sheridan once 
said: 
"You write with ease to show your breeding, 
But easy writing's cursed hard reading." 
.. . . and when the parent expresses 
himself in this affected style on the points he is most 
anxious to make, the son skips the pages to the end to 
find. how the family is, or the news of the home town. 
If the parent is strict to the form of his literary mas-
ters, the son is definitely disappointed-the personal 
element has been sacrificed. It is the father who usu-
ally feels duty-bound to advise his son whether the son 
is eager for the advice or not. Rigid and ' precise !"egu-
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lations for living failed to make a great man out of the 
son of the cold Earl of Chesterfield. In a dictatorial 
letter there is no confidence to hold as a precious trust, 
for nothing is confided. Certainly you have seen the 
type of letter where the father writes to the son: "I am 
older than you, my boy, and therefore I know more 
than you do, and the advice I have offered herein is 
sound. If you follow it, you will not be misled." It 
is time that mutual respect should exist between par-
ents and their sons and daughters. Age has little to do 
with the extent of one's knowledge, or the fullness of 
one's experience. 
You seem truly bewildered over the matter of in-
troductions and conclusions to your letters, as if they 
were formidable tasks. Let us be consistent in the 
practicalness of letter writing and keep it approaching 
conversational standards. You do not say, upon see-
ing a friend who has been long absent: "My dear 
fellow, it was so long ago when I saw you last, that I 
had almost forgotten how you looked, but it makes me 
very happy to renew our acquaintance and I am glad 
to see you again." That is superfluous. Therefore 
when you write, do not be guilty of testing your friend's 
patience. Begin in a wholly disarming fashion , by 
leaping into the letter: "What a surprise! You can 
not know how glad I was to hear from you," or "Bob, 
you honor me. My heartiest thanks for this letter. " 
To those who write to each other at short intervals, I 
would suggest doing away with the conventional salu-
tations. Conclusions are simpler because they are more 
natural. If it is late. for example, one can simply say 
"Good-night" and add some appropriate phrase of af-
fection: the farewell gesture of letters-- as a handshake 
or, if a lady friend, a kiss is the gesture of parting 
friends. 
Let us not complain that the age of letter writing 
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is gone. It offers much for the little effort it demands. 
It complements life in all its experience. It is an escape 
valve for the pressure of daily routine. It is an antidote 
for loneliness, and a drug for nostalgia. It protects 
desirable friendships from distance's tyrannical attempt 
to sever them. It is a blessing for separated lovers. It 
gives birth to ideas and establishes for them a construc-
tive exchange. And, that most important thing of all: 
it affords a continuity to friendship, that otherwise 
would be so easily broken, with consequent unnecessary 
losses. 
If this has helped you to determine the advantages 
and scope of letter writing, and renewed your faith in 
its value in a day when it is being so seriously neglected, 
I am happy. If it does not satisfy you, I hope it will 
at least stimulate you to answer. I am 
Ever sincerely, 
D---
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OF HAIR AND PARTICULARLY OF BEARDS 
Josias J. Cromwell,' 39 
IIOR diverse reasons man was created with hair upon his entire body. The principal motive is to afford protection. It shelters the head from 
cold in winter, and acts as a shield for the sun in sum-
mer. The hair filters the air that passes through the 
nose, and prevents blisters which otherwise would be 
effected by the rubbing of clothes. 
Imagine yourself without any hair whatsoever. 
Inside of three days the hat would wear callouses on 
your head. A June Bug would make a non-stop flight 
through the nose. into the throat and finally reach a 
terminal at the stomach. Without hair your head 
would resemble, in the summer, a radish and in win-
ter it would give the appearance of a clump of .jce. 
Clothes would continually irritate all parts of the 
body, you would feel an incessant draft upon the back 
of your neck, and so forth and so on. One could nar-
rate countless other reasons why the hair is a blessing 
to mankind. 
Despite the fact that hair is a blessing, there is that 
particular form of the hair, present in the advanced 
stage, which is a curse to every man. We are all famil-
iar with a Fuller Brush product, and likewise we are 
all well acquainted with that "facial product"-the 
beard. The beard is a curse to man, and causes him to 
express himself by curses of another nature every morn-
ing when he must first think of shaving before every-
thing else. 
But beards in spite of their unpopularity are in 
accord with the old maxim "with all evil there is some 
good," or, in this instance, an unsuspected amount of 
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good. It requires a great deal of employment to man-
ufacture razors and other shaving accessories to de-
truncate the beard crop of the public. The average 
man spends three dollars a year upon the care of his 
beard. Razors, razor blades. shaving cream, shaving 
brushes, after shave lotion, and numerous other prod-
ucts are necessary to control the beard of John Doe. 
Fifty thousand people are required to put out these 
products at a sale of almost a hundred and fifty million 
dollars a year. So if we did not have beards the New 
Deal would have fifty thousand more unemployed to 
dispense with and would not be benefited by their h id-
den taxes on the innumerable varieties of shaving ar-
ticles. 
One of the most outstanding properties of a beard 
is its growth. Science has found that a heavy beard, 
in proportion to a stalk of corn, will grow much faster 
than the latter in a period of twelve hours. The beard 
if neglected will grow to approximately three inches 
in length within one month. This is about five-
eighths an inch the first week; one inch the next; and 
one and three-eighths the following two weeks. This 
is an average of one-tenth of an inch a day, one-two-
hundred and fortieth in an hour, and one-fourteen-
thousand and four-hundreth of an inch in a second. 
If you did not cut your beard within a several year 
period, you would have a three-foot growth, and in 
ten years you would approach the stage where you 
would be tripping over your beard. 
If the beard is shaved every day the growth in that 
twenty-four hours is much greater than during a twen-
ty-four hour period a week after the last shave. The 
beard is similar to grass, the more the grass is mowed 
the faster it will grow. It has been mentioned that be-
tween daily shaves the beard increases in length one-
two-hundred and fortieth of an inch in an hour, and 
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one-fourteen thousand and four-hundredths of an inch 
a second, making a total of one-tenth of an inch within 
this period. If you saved this tenth of an inch of hair 
each day then in one month you would have three 
inches, in a year thirty -six inches or three feet or one 
yard of hair. Within a so-called "life time" of shaving 
you would possess two thousan<i:, one hundred and 
sixty inches of hair, or one hundred and eighty feet, or 
sixty yards. This is sufficient hair to constitute one 
of the following articles: one rug three by two and a 
half feet with a thickness of a quarter of an inch; two 
hundred and thirty-two brushes, good for scrubbing 
stoves, floors, bathtubs, and dogs; one dozen pair of 
underwear; enough false hair for six women, twenty 
neckties, and one and two-thirds of a blanket. 
All of this hair together would weigh almost three 
pounds. Remember, this is but one of the many hairs 
in your beard. If there are ten thousand hairs in your 
face, the beard you have cut off in a "life tim~" of 
shaving weighs thirty thousand pounds. This would 
be almost enough to go into business with. It would 
take a room twenty by thirty-five by thirty and a half 
feet to store this hair in, and here would be enough 
to manufacture one of the following groups of articles: 
six hundred suits made of "fine bearded" wool; enough 
to stuff a thousand pillov;rs; ten large living room rugs, 
rwenty by thirty feet with a thickness of one-half of 
an inch; enough false hair to accommodate a flock of 
sheep, and enough to make eighteen thou~and feet of 
twine, or six hundred feet of laundry rope, or ninety 
feet of rope strong enough to hold a ship in dock. 
This is but the beard of one man. The addition 
of the growth of ten million "life time" beards would 
be enough to form a band around the equator, four 
feet thick and sixty feet wide. This would be enough 
to fill a bottomless pit or vegetate the Sahara Desert. 
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The toughest beard in the world was owned by a 
man whose beard made trouble for him every place he 
went. I say "was owned" because he later sold the 
property rights to a circus. One of the best stories he 
relates is the following: at his wife's request he had to 
rise twice every night to shave, since his beard was so 
sharp and tough it usually ripped the pillow~cases into 
shreds. 
TO A SHY MAIDEN 
A translation of Horace's Ode 23, Bk. I. 
0 Chloe. why are you afraid? 
Why do you run away? - . 
Why tremble like a gentle fawn 
That hears the winds at play? 
Why seek your loving mother's side? 
As the fawn, all timid fears, 
Starts at the green. snake's stealthy slide, 
And its dainty head uprears. 
I follow not as tiger bold, 
Nor lion bent on prey. 
0 Maiden, leave your mother's side, 
And take a man today. 
Charles D. Yetman, '40 
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THIS SIMIAN SYSTEM 
Henry H. Hayden,' 39 
Characters : Armand, Stan, Martin, and Douglas, 
students at an average small college. 
Scene: Dormitory room, furnished as well as the 
average. 
Time : Spring afternoon. 
Armand (Walks into room and flings down books 
impatiently) -What an assignment! I suppose I've 
got to do it, though. (Voice becomes bored.) A 
definition of a college . .. a definition of a college .. . 
What the hell is a college? 
Doug-Any special kind of a college? 
Martin (Sunk deep in a comfortable chair, reading. 
He suddenly looks up) -Does it have to be a defini-
tion of a theoretical college? I mean, does it have to 
tell what a college should be? 
Armand-He didn' t say. It's just an assignment. 
Maybe I can cut it. What's the use of trying to write 
on some vague questions like this, anyhow? That's 
where all my valuable time goes - doing papers on 
definitions and theories. Wait until I get in business. 
Stan (Entering) - -What's up? 
Doug-Armand has to write a paper about col-
lege. It has to be a definition. Sounds interesting, 
doesn' t it? 
Stan--Interesting! Sounds like Professor Snod-
grass to me. Anybody knows that a college is a place 
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full of guys having a good time and breaking up the 
monotony by going to class. Ask me another. You 
know what my definition of a college week is? 
Martin-We've all heard that one. 
Doug-His definition of a college doesn' t sound 
sensible to me. I mean, it wouldn' t look good on 
paper. 
M artin-Wby don' t you ask Peter Dyer? He's 
a shark at that kind of stuff, Armand. He can rattle 
off definitions like a Dean's list student primed for a 
Logic quiz. 
Stan-We don't need him. He's not a genuine 
college student, anyhow. He's a scholar. His view 
would be one-sided. What we want is a representa-
tive picture of the thing. 
Armand-Suppose one of you bright gentlemen 
gives m·e a definition of a college ; not that it would 
help me any, of course. 
Stan-A college is a group of congenial young men 
who pay a sizeable wad of money to be disciplined by 
several narrow-minded fanatics who pretend to dis-
seminate knowledge. Each of these so-called profes-
sors is so eager to corner the market on your brain 
cavity that he spends four years fighting his associates 
over the disposal of your intellect. At the end of that 
time your brain is still empty, and your intellect is split 
up with a useless mass of disintegrated facts. 
Armand-It's a horrible picture you paint with 
those mixed metaphors. 
Messenger (At the door ) -Stanley Rogers? The 
Dean wants to see you. 
Stan-Ob, ob i I knew those two low subjects 
would catch up with me. 
Martin-I suspect Stan is slightly influenced in his 
idea of college by the unfortunate relations he has with 
the administration over the minor matter of marks. 
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Doug-Not so minor. Stan could be a Phi Bete 
if he would burn a little midnight oil. 
Armand-! thought you would say that. You 
burn too much midnight oil. You're as white as a 
sheet. You couldn't run two laps around a milk bot-
tle without getting winded. 
Martin-If I were to approach this matter in the 
true scientific fashion, I would say to myself, "What 
is a college composed of? Students. What is their 
aim? Why have they come?'' 
Armand-That's something you can't answer. 
Martin (Obviously mimicking someone)-The 
aim of the students ... their function, is, or, I presume 
it is ... well. it is a matter of great discussion, so I shall 
pass on to another point. Now that I have cleared 
that up, I com·e to the basic facts of the whole course-
the bony structure in the physiognomy of the alliga-
tor. 0 temporal 0 mores! How few students know 
this revealing structure! 
Armand (lmpatiently)--Let us say that a stu-
dent's first aim is to master his studies. The college is 
composed of two parts: faculty and students. There 
should be mutual aid toward the attaining of this aim. 
Martin-You are talking through your intellectual 
hat. I won't let you say that a student's first aim is 
to master his studies. That is the fault of this college 
-the damnable systems instituted to get a student to 
pursue a course of studies. William James states that 
"educational systems have become the worst enemies 
of education." We are studying so hard that we lose 
sight of education and become entangled in the methods 
and systems. 
Douglas-What do you mean by that? 
Martin-Have you read the latest books? Have 
you the time to see the latest plays? I doubt if you 
even have time to read the reviews. Why? Because 
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you haven' t the time. There is your recreation· and 
your five subjects. Every one of your professors thinks 
his course is the sole reason for your paying tuition. 
His aim is to have you master the facts of his course 
at any cost. He is gratified if you understand the 
theory and appreciate the importance, but you must 
be a walking encyclopedia when it comes to the facts. 
Serving five such masters keeps you busy. That is 
why Brewster flunked out ; he didn' t realize it soon 
enough. He was the most educated man in college, 
spending half his nights reading and absorbing knowl-
edge. He was interesting to talk to and practical in 
affairs that count in this world. He understood his 
courses but thought it sufficient. He slipped up some-
where ... then suddenly he was gone. And we all 
missed him'. 
Armand-Yes, I remember him. You are right, 
in a way, but factual knowledge is necessary to 'the un-
derstanding of a course. I don' t think they expect 
too much of us in that way. I qbject to abstractions 
and theories. Give me some cold diagrams and let me 
learn 'em cold-1'11 pass the courses. 
Doug-I guess you and I are putting all our time 
on studies. Martin is an all-around man. What are 
your reasons for coming to college if not for the pur-
suit of studies? 
Martin-Well , Doug. I had notions when I was 
a freshman, and even before I entered college. I thought 
that the contacts I would make with the facul ty of a 
college would be an experience worthwhile. I ex-
pected them to give me my choice of a large assortment 
of intellectual food , and then to have them advise me 
what was best to eat, in a friendly sort of way. In-
stead they force me to down the breadcrusts and salty 
crackers until I have no desire for the fruits of knowl-
edge which I considered desirable. This is a flowery 
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idea but you get what I mean. Somewhere I read a 
long time ago that "in college you will find instructors 
human to the core, ready to talk with you in your 
difficulties and discouragements, and eager to inspire 
you with new purpose and courage." This was a 
great myth. 
Armand-Instead you found a great gulf between 
yourself and the professors. You found them just as 
Dr. Wheeler of Harvard had said, "damned profes-
sors." He meant that they were damned because they 
were obsessed by petty problems, dead to the emotional 
appeal of the subjects they study, and confined to a 
personal hell in which they sit forever trying to solve 
problems and study specimens. 
Martin-Very neatly stated, and by a professor, 
too! 
Armand-! t is the tendency for the older men on 
the faculty to look back and make an unfavorable 
comparison with the past, while we stand looking into 
the future eagerly. They make the college what it is. 
They m'ake us turn to athletics and clubs and beer 
parties to get a kick out of college life. There is no 
kick in the stagnation we encounter in the classrooms. 
Martin-Well, it's late, Armand. I wish you luck 
on your theme. I think you will find that a college 
is quite a way from being a community of scholars in-
tent on the mastery of their studies. It resembles more 
a kindergat;ten, a club, a reform school, or a circus 
training school. \Ve are elephants, apes, or maybe just 
fleas, but we all must walk a tight rope and jump 
through hoops held by the faculty. 
Doug-· -Well, here's to your healthy pessimism. 
(Martin leaves). 
Armand-! still don't know what a college is. 
Maybe Stan will be back from the Dean's office in a 
few minutes. There's a man with ideas! 
End. 
38 THE TRINITY REVIEW 
REQUIEM 
Sing out the knell of man; 
Sing out his dirge and let 
His requiem be heard by mother moon! 
Let the distant stars attend and put on 
Habit of death and shine no more; 
For man hath died. 
His form still lives, his breath still comes, 
But God hath gone from him-
He is no more. 
Who hath done this thing? 
0 speak, you mountains and streams, 
You, who stand apart and watch 
The centuries pass in tragic file, 
And shall live for eons more 
Until emptiness rules all the earth! 
Speak, till all are drowned in the 
Thunder of thy words and pathos! 
Tell of wars and plagues, 
Shriek of follies and vices, 
Lament of evils and hates-
yea, a planet peopled by dead men : 
All blind, all fainting, all screaming 
For something they never attain. 
* * * Sing out the knell of man; 
Sing out his requiem to mother moon. 
She weepeth now ; her shadowed face 
Is covered by her silver locks, 
As she moves softly to her western bed. 
You stars, uncover your giant heads, 
And waste no tears of light; 
For man is blind, he cannot see 
Thy grief, and careth not for it. 
He goes his way and soon is lost: 
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Not in genial day, but stygian dark. 
Let him go-' tis no rna tter-no one cares. 
Sing out no more and cease thy tolling; 
Silence ascends the throne of night! 
39 
Ralph S. Grover, '41 
- .... 
DOUBT .... 
I heard a voice upon the sea, 
Upon the fierce-flung billows free 
And wondered whence it came, 
Calling-calling forth my name. 
Ah, long I listened there alone 
Amid the dim expanse unknown, 
And softly heard the plaintive cry 
Of sea gulls gliding, drifting high. 
Was it Beauty's voice upon the sea 
Crying through mute eternity 
While ages strove and fell once more? 
The waves advanced and crumbled on the shore. 
Was it love, the greatest souled? 
The waves receded, roared, and rolled, 
And from the echoes murmurs came, 
Resounding murmurs-not a name. 
No answer, Love? No breathless pause? 
No heart-trial now to judge the cause? 
Yet winds and waters ever roam 
The hollow waste in mournful moan. 
I listened long alone. 
John D. Scranton, '3 8 
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VERMONT SUICIDE 
Sumner B. Twiss.' 39 
IllER fingers lingered on every key, swelling the pulsing life of the organ which seemed strug-gling to throw off the blanket of twilight 
encircling the summer house. Though the sound split 
the air into a chaos of waves, darkness crept in along 
the dewy grass unbroken, and in the over-reaching sky 
chased away the last bright glimmer of the sunken sun. 
The features of the player were masked by the after-
glow. except for the barest outline of a head thrown 
back, exultant. Thus faintly silhouetted by the deeper 
shades of the little room, with her body swaying gently 
as her fingers moved noiselessly over the keys. she 
seemed very much a part of the scene, yet the music of 
the organ as it leaped, t rembled, and spiraled heaven-
ward revealed the mingled pain and triumph in her 
heart. 
Every evening for the past two years she had come 
up to this summer house, away from the gardens be-
low. away from the barns to the west, the greenhouse 
to the east. Here. when the swollen sun seemed red 
and sore, and her own heart was ready to burst with 
repressed conflicts, here she could find peace. People 
had wondered why she had wanted a summer house 
in such a lonely spot, hedged in on one side by a wall 
of cedar and. cast under the spell of a century-old oak. 
This was her retreat; no one ever came here. neither the 
children with their gay parties. nor her husband in his 
frantic search for happiness. Of old she had been his 
companion in those wild exploits-to New York for 
a round of parties, to Miami Beach for a week of high 
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living, and so on year after year. Overnight, that life 
had been swallowed up in the past. Fortune seemed 
to have black-listed them, and reverse after reverse had 
made life with her husband barely tolerable. In those 
days of giddy living she had often wondered what 
Jasper would do if he were struck down by just such a 
catastrophe. Could he stand defeat, having known so 
little of it? Would he come to her and say, "Well, 
Nellie, we're young yet. We did it once; let's go back 
and do it over again. I need you, Nellie, and together 
we can conquer the world." He had not come to her. 
It was night, now. The sisters of darkness had 
the world in their grip, and the puny summer house 
dripped cold perspiration. After the night air stifled 
the last throb of the organ, many minutes passed be-
fore the woman moved. She gave a shudder, then a 
sigh, and was loath to give up these few minutes of real 
happiness. During the past few months, for the first 
time in her life, she felt as if she had lived, awakening 
like a young philosopher to the meaning of life, the 
beauty of reflection, the joy of solitude. She knew 
that Jasper could never follow her in this, could never 
climb the steps to the summer house, could never vision 
the iridescence of the fitful fountains on the steps. She 
wanted him to; God, how she had tried to lift up his 
head! And now, now they were even out of calling 
distance, he, burdened with business losses, perhaps 
with none too clear a conscience, and she, ascending 
higher into the world of ideals. 
Every one knew how Jasper had smashed his way 
to success, how he had wiped out competitors, many 
his friends and old acquaintances of his father. Liter-
ally, his climb was over the shattered careers of his 
fellow men. But that was American business, and he 
had ·.been schooled and graduated in the good old col-
lege of rugged individualism. Who could point their 
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finger at him? Who could criticize him? He had done 
only what most big business men had done, must do to 
get ahead. Were he a more religious type of individ-
ual, his present defeat might have been construed as the 
just wrath of God descending upon him. Yet, he was 
a smart man, he knew there must exist such a thing as 
justice in the world. The world had done little to stem 
his most invidious efforts, so that, perhaps, all his life 
he had been punishing himself in small ways for his 
transgressions-a large charity gift here, self-depriva-
tion there, and the lavishment of every luxury on his 
wife and children. Was this enough penance? His 
wife knew that it was not ; she feared to think what he 
would do once the light broke, and he saw himself 
nake~ and guilty before the judgment seat of his own 
consCience. 
Getting up from the cold, hard organ bench, she 
found herself shaking uncontrollably. Impatient 
thoughts, too long neglected, clamored for attention. 
"Why hadn't the servant come with the light? He 
knew she was up here, and couldn't stumble down the 
torturous stairs alone in the pitch black. Well ; why 
wait? The idiot had probably forgotten all about 
her." The cold, wet, sinuous grass was like snakes 
crawling over her ankles. There was no railing on the 
stairs ; she would have to follow the rough wall cov-
ered with hairy growths of slimy vegetation. The de-
scent was worse than the most gruesome nightmare, and 
her mind kept driving off on parabolas of horrible spec-
ulation. So far was she from reality that her motions no 
longer seemed her own. Her inchoate thoughts strange-
ly concentered on one subject-her husband. ' 'Why 
hadn't he come for her? Where was he anyhow? Oh, 
yes, he wasn't back from the golf course yet, but surely, 
pretty soon, now." Not until she bumped into a little 
stone gnome was she aware that the stairs were gone ; 
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she could relax. The heavy scent of the flowers 
flooded her nostrils, and slowly brought her back to 
consciousness. This was the garden, and this creature 
on which she was leaning. one of those funny little men 
she had around the gardens. some sitting cockily on the 
walls, some rooted impudently in the middle of the 
terraces, puffed cheeks and round bellies sticking out, 
arms akimbo. Suddenly, one thought erased all others. 
"There's a whirr; it must be his car coming down the 
highway. No one ever travels this road at night. Yes. 
it surely must be him!" That is all she remembered. 
A light appeared coming rapidly from the house. 
Its rays sparkled and danced through the· arbor vitae, 
making a hideous pattern of mimicking dwarfs, and 
animated flower beds. Finally, the gate clicked and a 
Negro servant came stumbling through the garden. 
His eyes rolled wildly in the aura of light, and his whole 
body shook with an unwonted agitation. Without a 
warning, he stopped dead in his tracks. The electric 
torch fell heavily to the ground. But unheeding it the 
black man was already as far as the gate. 
The round patch of light, like the eye of a pre-
historic earth monster rising from his bed underground, 
shone evilly through the glistening grass. Two feet 
away lay the body of the woman, quite still, with the 
saucy dwarf bending over her, like a conquering hero in 
his m'iniature world. His quiet contemplation was 
soon interrupted by a confusion of voices, and servants 
entering the garden. Quickly, they carried the still 
form into the house. Here, the woman recovered, and 
looked questioningly around at the distracted faces. 
"Why? What happened? How did I get here? Where's 
Jasper?" "Why you fainted dead away, probably 
when you heard the crash," answered the young chauf-
feur. Her red nails bit deep into the young man's 
arm, "He's done it, then?" 
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DIXIE LOOKS TO ITSELF 
William H. Gorman, II, '39 
IX years have passed since Mr. Erskine Caldwell 
first brought forth upon an unprepared United 
States the morbid realism of Tobacco Road. 
Six years have passed in the course of which innum-
erable and erudite volumes have been published on the 
plight of Jeeter Lester and the "No 1 economic prob-
lem of the country," the term applied by the Adminis-
tration to the southern regions of the country. It is 
indeed an economic problem for the whole country, 
reaching far beyond the bounds of sectionalism, for the 
gaunt figure of the Georgia Cracker and the Louisiana 
Cajun has become a Frankenstein created in part by the 
follies of the South. in part by the machinations of the 
country at large. 
The present shortcomings of the South have not; 
of course, sprung up full-blown, but have their begin-
nings rooted deeply in the past, in wasted land and 
wasted people. Never deviating in its allegiance to 
King Cotton, who still holds his throne despite recur-
ring rumors of his demise, the South before the War 
worked the same crop year after year in the same land. 
It is a platitude that the wedding of the South to cot-
ton spelt its downfall. especially in ruining the land. 
The result is all too apparent today-the observer 
traveling through the South will not see the pleasant 
mansions of the crinoline and old lace era. Instead, 
be is greeted by a tired ap.d almost deserted land which 
once was white with cotton bolls. He may trace the 
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course of pioneer desecration down the entire coastline 
-the worn-out tobacco counties of Southern Mary-
land, ~he erosion of the precious topsoil in the Caro-
linas, the Georgia lowlands, where the solemn croak-
ings of frogs have replaced the sound of darky spirit-
uals. Famous cotton ports like Savannah, once noisy 
with the shouts of stevedores, lie quiet-the tide of 
cotton has swept westward. 
Likewise, the people of the region have grown poor 
with their land. Even in the roaring fifties "po' white 
trash" scratched out a living on decaying soil in the 
same manner that they do today-a mule, a few acres 
of cotton, and a ramshackle cabin in the open field. 
Negro labor, too. was cheap and plentiful and pre-
cluded any chance of the South's absorbing the foreign-
born wave that was engulfing the industrial North. 
As long as Uncle Tom could not be divorced from the 
cotton field the laborer found no incentive for moving 
South-the agricultural system rolled toward disaster. 
After hostilities had ceased, the industrial equip-
ment of the North overpowered agriculture and the 
primitive system of Southern industry. Both occupa-
tions were subordinated to the wishes of the victors. 
While cotton continued to be the basic crop, a large 
proportion of every cotton bale sold found its way 
into Northern capital because of the prevailing debt-
system. Gradually but perceptibly there evolved ab-
sentee landlordship which has proved more disastrous 
to Southern life than any destruction occasioned by the 
presence of Grant and Sherman. The subtlety of dis-
criminatory legislation weighs more heavily than 
physical invasion hy hostile armies. 
Enormous as are his handicaps, the Southern farm-
er is slowly being taught how to get more from his 
land by means of diversified farming and animal pro-
duction. This may seem only another way of saying 
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what has already been said for two generations-name-
ly, that "the one crop system is the curse of Southern 
.agriculture." But as a matter of fact it is going beyond 
that. The South's agricultural experts realize that no 
mere multiplication of crops, no system which depends 
-On plant production exclusively, no matter the variety 
and number of plants, will give prosperity. 
Interesting experiments along semi-socialistic lines 
.are being conducted at the Dyess Colony in Arkansas 
and the Delta Co-operative at Hillhouse, Mississippi. 
Dyess is a government project where live some five 
hundred families in comfortable quarters, surrounded 
by twenty to forty acres of various crops. The main 
difficulty lies in the fact that the standard of living at 
Dyess is out of all proportion to that of the surround-
ing countryside and for that reason seems more like an 
.oasis in a desert. The situation at Hillhouse is simpler 
.and more down-to-earth. Farming is co-operative, 
and the needs of all are provided for without preten-
tiousness. Salvation of the small farmer appears to 
he the answer to the low living conditions of Cracker 
and darky alike. 
The South's attempt to foster industry is meeting 
with age-old obstacles because its entrance into the in-
-dustrial field has been so recent it not only has diffi-
culty in locating markets, but also finds itself hand-
,cuffed and shackled in others. It hardly seems fair for 
the Southerner to pay for his steel F . 0. B. Pittsburgh 
when the commodity is made in and shipped from 
Birmingham ; yet this practice and many more like it 
is true. 
In the fields of textile and tobacco manufacturing, 
the South has made enormous strides and is admittedly 
.the leader in these industries. In addition, it appears 
to be headed for a boom in producing paper from tlle 
prolific Southern pine, thanks to the extensive research 
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of the late Dr. Herty of Savannah. Although the 
South has for some time produced large quantities of 
the coarser paper, the new process enables manufacture 
of a finer type. The most encouraging fact about the 
adolescent industry is that financing is largely being 
done by Southern investors, a rare occurrence in the an~ 
nals of Dixie's business. The common practice is to 
wheedle Northern capital southward with alluring 
promises of cheap labor and tax~free property, as is 
done in Mississippi, " the agricultural state that is going 
to town industrially." Northern capital has not been 
slow in answering the bid. It finds labor is cheap in~ 
deed, for the climate entails no problems in shelter and 
clothing-inexpensive cotton suits and the well~ 
washed khaki of the planter class are worn for most of 
the year. But cheap promotionalism leads to exploita~ 
tion, and the 'cropper is no match for the ingenuity of 
his employer. It is a fine system for the individual 
company's stockholders, but it is a scheme which puts 
the region no further along the road to prosperity. 
Southern demagogery very belligerently asserts its 
right to solve the section's ills without interference ; it 
fortunately is in the minority, for the sober element 
realizes that there is no panacea for immediate meta~ 
morphosis. T b accomplish its purpose, says Mr. Chris~ 
topher Hollis, writing in The Southern Review, the 
South requires financial aid and a strong policy from 
the Federal Government, strong enough to overcome 
the latter's habit of protecting others at the South's 
expense. Then a land, rich in natural resources and in 
capable people, under the guidance of its chosen leaders, 
will emerge from the shadow into the sun. 
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THE AUDIENCE APPLAUDS 
Frank Barnes, '39 
HE symphony concert is over. The last notes 
of Beethoven's powerful Fifth Symphony 
echo through the well-filled hall momentarily, 
and then are swallowed up by the crashing wave of 
applause from an appreciative audience. The con-
ductor bows silently, almost sternly, and retreats to 
the wings. But continuous, compelling applause 
mingled with cheers forces him to reappear. He mo-
tions the orchestra to rise and it stands silently, hum-
bly. The applause is renewed with vigor. " Bravo ! 
Bravo! " The acclaim is ceaseless. The leader re-
tires to the wings again but has to return a second 
time, and then a third tim(e. On his second reappear-
ance he shakes the hand of the perspiring concertmas-
ter; at his third he bows, looks perplexed, bows to the 
orchestra, bids them stand once again-what more can 
he do? The tumult finally dies, as people commence 
to move toward the exits. The orchestra begins to 
leave the stage ; they can go home, now that the audi-
ence has done its bit. 
Did the audience really like the concert as much as 
its incessant applause would seem to indicate? What 
appealed to them-the virtuosity of the players, or 
the splendid workmanship revealed in the m:usic inter-
preted? Did they know why they were applauding? 
"Koussevitsky' s Beethoven is superb," says one dis-
tinguished-looking man, whose appearance deno tes at 
least the authority of wealth, if not the authority of 
musical knowledge ; "His tempi are a trifle fas t-for 
instance, he took that Scherzo at a suicidal speed, but 
he gets away with it- he has such a marvelous string 
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section." "Yes, and what a concertmaster Burgin is, " 
asserts an attr:active young woman, who after all 
might not be praising playing technic alone. Other 
comments are heard as this band of concert-goers 
leaves the hall: ··what fire there was in that Beetho-
ven !" . . . . "Such startling key-changes he has !" .. . . 
"I could see Beethoven's whole life in that Symphony 
-the Fate motive driving on and on, increasing in 
significance." .. . . "Technically, a performance almost 
perfect, don' t you think? However there was one 
place when the horns came in late. " . ... " I liked the 
shorter pieces on the program; they weve ·easier to 
understand" .. . . "That was a wonderful Develop-
ment section in the Beethoven! " . . . . "Musical history 
was made tonight ; I'm: glad I came' ' .... A few singu-
lar people in the audience jam their hats on rather 
savagely and walk out of the hall as quickly as possi-
ble, perhaps they wish audiences wouldn' t applaud so 
long and loudly. Symphonic accomplishment is 
treated too much like a circus, or a baseball game-
"there should be more reverence." Do these noisy 
people, they say, really like it so much after all, or do 
they just want to convince their neighbors that they 
have as much music appreciation as any discriminat-
ing musician? 
Perhaps these silent few who say little but think 
much, who jam their hats on, turn up their coat col-
lars and walk out quickly into the smoke-free night 
air, who more often than not haven' t orchestra seats 
and don' t wear stiff shirts and tuxedos (which are 
themselves a distinct hindrance to concert enjoyment), 
perhaps these silent few have the right idea. Perhaps 
music is applauded too uproariously, is worshipped 
too extravagantly, too ignorantly. Has "worship" 
of music become a caricature of its former state? Has 
it passed from shrine to sideshow? 
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One type of listener, for example, looks for pic-
tures in the music, pictures alone. For him the music 
has no value if he finds himself unable to transfer the 
tones he hears into definite, imagined pictures. More 
often than not, the pictures he forms are those that 
from his study of music, histories, and program notes 
he realizes are correct to form. If a musical selection 
played is unfamiliar to him, he fails to get an image-
because he hasn't been told what image to make-and 
calls it queer music. Contemporary composers find 
little support in this class of listeners. Tone poems 
like Till Eulenspiegel or Death and Transfiguration 
are Godsends to them. There is a definite title to 
steer by; all sorts of things can be imagined and quite 
often without the aid of printed or verbal ~ecommen­
dation ! But does that make tone poems, as a class, 
better music than symphonies, the labels of whose 
movements are typified by "allegro moderato" and 
"andante cantabile" ? Are these listeners incurable, or 
are they mentally lazy? Their type is preyed upon 
by the purveyors of the popular, not only in music but 
in magazines, books and plays. 
Other listeners enthuse over the performance of a 
particular section of an orchestra. Perhaps, here 
again, however, they have been informed authorita-
tively that a particular section of a particular orchestra 
is outstanding in comparison with the corresponding 
section in other orchestras and therefore it is correct to 
praise it. Haven't these listeners forgotten the main 
idea behind the symphony concert-the presentation 
of music? Perhaps the orchestra itself and its leader 
are partly responsible for the misplaced admiration of 
these auditors. It seems to me that one section of an 
orchestra is less important than the orchestra as a 
whole, and the orchestra itself should be less important 
than the music it seeks to interpret. The goal of a 
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section, as well as the goal of the entire orchestra 
should be not to display virtuosity for its own sake, 
but to subordinate it to the interpretation of the music. 
Showmanship in orchestral playing as well as in solo 
playing may dazzle the public eye but at the same time 
it causes the creation of false standards for the judging 
of musical performances. 
"I like the shorter pieces on the program-they 
were easier to understand" is a remlark often heard in 
concert-hall lobbies after an orchestral performance. 
It seems rather unjustifiable. Should one like music 
- should one like anything, for that matter-because 
it's easy to understand? Why not omit symphony 
orchestras altogether? Swing music, even if it isn' t 
always understood, at least doesn' t have to be under-
stood. It seems to me that we should have respect 
for things not comprehended at first hearing, that we 
should not hastily condemn them for their obscurity 
and intellectualism. Isn' t there joy in trying to come 
nearer to an understanding of them? Isn' t there 
pleasure in tackling something with weight behind it? 
Doesn't a violinist get more pleasure out of playing 
the Bach Chaconne than the "Meditation" from Thais? 
I believe with Browning that " a man's reach should 
exceed his grasp." 
Surely the listener who speaks of Recapitulation 
and Development-surely, you ask, he gets more out 
of the concert than the above-mentioned people? 
Music seems to have no riddles for him. But isn' t his 
listening merely intellectual exercise, and isn't intellec-
tual exercise a rather cold form of pleasure? Such a 
person can marvel, doubtless, at the beautifully-
wrought counterpoint in a Bach fugue, but doesn' t he 
miss the interwoven warmth of the work? Bach 
wrote his fugues not only with his head but with his 
heart. He was an intensely religious man ; all · his 
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work was done for the glorification of his Lord. To 
judge his creations with one's head alone, is to judge 
unfairly. He becomes only half as great as he really 
is. His masterpieces are the expression of the whole 
man-a great man. Should one, to draw an analogy, 
consider a fine house as an outstanding arrangement 
of wood and stone, or as a beautiful residence express-
ing the mind and soul of its architect? Again, should 
the human body be viewed as splendidly-knit flesh and 
bone, or as the shapely mansion of a sensitive spirit ? 
Hushed silence at the conclusion of an orchestral 
perforffi!ance is perhaps a greater tribute to the musi-
cians than crashing applause immediately after, or at 
the same time as, the last notes are played. Each 
musician then cannot help but feel that the message 
of the work has been transplanted deep into the hearts 
of the listeners. The audience has been spellbound; 
they have been struck with appropriate awe at the 
beauty of the composition, and the artistry of the 
musicians. Regardless of the varied musical knowl-
edge of the individuals of the audience, there was some-
thing in that performance that made each one applause-
less, for the moment ; appreciation was forced upon 
them. Though applause may not be sincere, silence 
is, because it is involuntary. No single label can de-
scribe the pleasure of one individual in that audience. 
It was composite. Out of the consideration (con-
scious or unconscious) of structure, playing virtuosity, 
tone color, section balance, and music style came an 
abstract, gripping, emotional experience. That is the 
effect that any good musician, any music-lover seeks to 
get from a concert. After an appropriate hush, in 
which he endeavors to return to reality, he applauds-
for a rounded experience. He applauds for a perform-
ance satisfying to his mind, to his body, and-to his 
soul. 
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WHY THE DOG'S NOSE IS COLD 
(The idea for this poem waa adapted from an old nursery rhyme) 
What makes the dog's nose always cold? 
There is a story I've been told 
Rehearsed to many children wee 
Standing entranced at mother's knee: 
How many, many years ago, 
So many I don't really know, 
There came a rain on sea and shore 
The like of which was not before. 
It rained as hard, as hard could be 
And flooded rivers, swelled the sea, 
Until at last all people drowned, 
No living thing was to be found 
Except one man who built a boat 
And stuffed it ' til could hardly float. 
He drove in crea turcs, two bv two 
Until it looked just like a zoo. 
Tigers and lions, zebras too, 
Hippopotamus and kangaroo, 
And caterpillars, toads and frogs ; 
To help, he had his o;wn two dogs, 
\Vho herded beasts in orded y rows 
And kept them off the others' toes. 
Alas, for , when their work was o'er 
And all was done to every chore, 
No room was there when ark set sail 
For each wee dog and each wee tail. 
They bravely stood with nose outside-
For forty days they stood that ride. 
Their poor wee noses, cold and wet, 
Have not dried them ever yet. 
This is the story I've been told 
Why doggie's nose is always cold. 
53 
Charles D. Yetman, , 40 
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THE MAN WHO FEARED DARKNESS 
Richard K. Morris, '41 
ILLS doubted that the man would ever see nor-
mally, but if I remember correctly, Dr. Jarvis 
was of an opposing opinion. As near ver-
batim as possible, I record a conversation which I 
overheard in the latter's office while I was awaiting 
an appointment. 
"He was two years old when the change was made. 
Born blind, you understand. Tthere has been every 
sign of improvement since he discarded his colored 
glasses and adjusted his eyes to the daylight. His 
sight has very peculiar effects upon him that would 
cause me to worry if I were not familiar with his case. 
Of course the glasses that he now· wears magnify 
rather strongly." 
"But, Dr. Jarvis, is it reasonable to suppose that 
he can see naturally with eyes that are not human? " 
"Why not?", was the confident question. 
"Well, it is interesting to say the least. Perhaps 
I will have him join me after all, if you think it can 
have no harmful influence over the fellow himself, and 
we both agree as to his unusual brilliance and capacity 
to study at night. Thank you, doctor, and good-
day." 
As Mills stepped from the office, I sprang from 
my position near the door to a chair by the window 
of the waiting-room, eaves-dropping you would call 
it. Upon seeing me he spoke, and for want of breath, 
I was at a loss to answer, but entered Dr. Jarvis' con-
sultation room quite disturbed. 
The following week old Jarvis died. Fine fellow, 
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too--well liked and all. When he died a secret was 
lost: just what animal furnished the eyes in Bradley's 
head. Perhaps it was a trivial and incidental matter, 
but it was capable of arousing one's curiosity. Mills 
wondered much about it even after he had accepted 
the young fellow as his partner-at-law. It was not 
until recently that I discovered that Mills had been 
unable to learn from Jarvis the source of the eyes. 
Right along I suspected he knew, because, like the 
doctor, he was close-mouthed about anything that 
might offend. It looked as though it would always 
remain a mystery. 
Y.ou see, Bradley and I lived in a pleasant rooming-
house uptown. That's how I came to know him. 
Every morning we would leave together and walk as 
far as the end of Townsend Place. He would then 
turn down Quakers Lane, so to join Mills, while I 
kept on to the South End trolley, and to Warwick 
Chemical, Inc. Perhaps it was this daily proximity 
and growing friendship that heightened my curiosity. 
The more I thought of it, the more I felt up.easy and 
determined to rest my mind on the subject. Why not 
ask him outright? That would be one method of 
attack. 
After supper, Friday night last, a time arrived 
when we were together. For a while our conversa-
tion flowed easily, then it lulled ; involuntarily my 
voice formed the audacious question: 
"Bradley, I say, may I ask the source of your eyes? 
Understand, no offense whatever." 
"I don't know." His mouth became a mere line. 
I dropped my head and wished for oblivion for being 
such a fool, and the only thing that came to my mind 
was: "words, once spoken, can not be taken back at 
any price." The thought had just been completed 
when Bradley, half laughing, spoke. 
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'Tm sorry. I didn't mean to be blunt. By 
George, it' s the truth, I don' t know. I was so young 
you remember. I think I'll turn in. See you in the 
morning, Ed." 
* * * It was one of those nights that was free from fog 
or any dampness rising from the low-lands. The 
moon was a bit southerly and only in the first quarter. 
At eleven-thirty it rested in the western sky near where 
earth's edge and heaven's blue-black somewhere meet. 
Bradley was walking the Park again. Strange in-
deed ! He was out only last night on a similar, soli-
tary stroll, and they said he had an antipathy for the 
dark. This night I watched him carefully, and, as I 
tip-toed across the walk to reach the soft, dewy grass 
where foot-falls are more readily absorbed, I recalled 
that during the moon's bright nights of the month 
.before the same procedure had occurred. He carried a 
spot-light, of which at first I held no suspicion : the 
Park had but one light at either end. It was the 
manner in which he threw the beam, here and then 
there, that caused me to question. At times he would 
check his apparent search and hold a small object in 
his right hand at a level with his head, at the same 
moment the unlit spot-light would hang in his left 
hand by his side. Once I fancied I saw a flare dart 
forth from this object which he so oddly held, illu .. 
min ate his face, and lose itself in the bushes behind 
him. But I must have been imagining this, having 
seen the spot-light's rays piercing the air for a full 
fifteen minutes previous. When he turned onto the 
road that leads to the Meadows, it seemed time to quit 
my foolish ·prowling. After all, it was his affair. 
The next morning we walked to Townsend Place 
and not a word was said regarding the activities 9f the 
night before. Bradley did ask a strange favor. 
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"Say, Ed, would you mind snatching a little chlo-
roform for me, while you're at your reagent shelf to-
day? So much," he concluded, holding his thumb 
and forefinger apart, suggestive of good measure. 
"Not at all." 
"Thanks, nice of you," and he turned into 
Quakers Lane. 
At about four-thirty I reached for a bottle marked 
CHCl • on the top of the shelf where I was working; 
I removed my rubber apron, replaced my suitcoat, and 
hurried to catch the Townsend car. As I began to 
ascend the steps of our rooming house, I slipped both 
of my hands into the already stretched pockets of my 
<oat and pulled it close to my waist, as was my habit. 
When I reached the landing, my hand was resting on 
the bottle. I had almost forgotten the thing, and 
with this discovery I was greatly confused at my being 
so submissive to a rather dangerous demand. I con-
soled myself with the possibility that he might be an 
amateur entomologist, which might also account for 
his nightly escapades. But the quantity-that stuck 
in my mind! Passing down the hall, I placed the 
bottle in his room. 
For three night thereafter, Bradley did not return 
to the house at Townsend Place. When he did come 
back he was a nervous wreck. It was exactly a week 
after I had broached my very inopportune question, 
that he came to me with an open look that was at once 
confidential and relieved. It gave his eyes a peculiar 
appearance which fascinated me. Perhaps that was 
due to my having become too conscious of the fact 
that they were not human. 
"Ed, I have just settled a big case. No, not for 
Mills, but for myself. I have been sensitive about this 
thing," and his eyes twitched. " I always had the idea 
that anyone and everyone could tell that they weren't 
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natural; Now: I don't think they can. That's why 
I have shunned the social lights. Alone, so to speak. 
But that is all over." As if encouraged by my atten-
tiveness, he spoke more quickly. "To prove it, I have 
four tickets for the opening night at the Garden. You 
could take Mary Simpson and, if you don't mind, I'll 
take her sister.'' 
I said nothing, but went. It had been a very 
pleasant evening, until we were on the way home. 
Bradley was standing on the curb of a darkened corner 
of Prospect with Mary's sister, saying good-night. He 
lifted his head as an omnibus swung onto the avenue 
with its dazzling lights. The girl screamed. I 
leaped from the cab where I had been sitting, awaiting 
his return. Bradley stood in a stupor, as if he had 
committed a crime and was paralyzed with fear. He 
was gazing down upon the pavement at her limp form 
and heap of evening finery. After lifting the girl, and 
supporting her in a standing position, I turned and 
looked at him. He slowly raised his head in my 
direction, another pair of headlights swung toward 
us, and his eyes glowed fiercely with a penetrating bril-
liance, which even his thick-lensed glasses could not 
dim. Such a sight in hum'an form I have never seen. 
Poor Bradley, he must have noticed my reaction, too, 
for he flung both his hands over his eyes and rushed 
madly into the street. By some chance he gained the 
opposite side of the thoroughfare, which was flooded 
with all types of vehicles of theatre-goers on their 
speedy attempt to reach home. That was the last 
time that I saw him. 
A few days later, after Bradley had failed to return 
to Townsend Place, I went to the landlady and re-
ceived a master key. This was accomplished after 
many excuses, which, if they had been questioned into 
a continued explanation, would have made me out a 
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liar. At any rate, I obtained admittance to Bradley's 
room. After a thorough investigation, I entered his 
closet where there was a washbasin and, overhead, a 
medicine chest. It was in this that I found a bottle, 
half emptied, of chloroform, a spot-light, and a hand 
mirror. On one shelf, in a jar of alcohol, were three 
clean, rather giddy-producing eyes about the size of 
those which we possess. Where these organs came 
from I could not say. The one possibility was the 
Zoo on the Meadows road, but nothing has yet been 
reported missing. Mills has used all his influence to 
conceal the entire story from the public, and to throw 
off suspicion. 
Poor Bradley. I understand he is in seclusion in 
some out-of-the-way place, successfully practicing 
law, and wearing colored glasses as he used to have to 
do before his eyes became adjusted to the daylight. I 
hope that those who have known him will never find 
him. Not that there is anything against him, unless 
some feline creature is found missing at the Zoo, but 
it would be an ordeal, his coming back into a public 
where he is known. I fear it would effect his mind, 
and, to use a phrase which he often repeated, he is a 
"down-right nice" fellow. 
... . ... 
LITTLE BOY BLUE 
Occane perveniens, 0 Pastor Caerule Parve, 
Cornu tuum; pecudes pascua rura tenent; 
Juvencae segetes proculcant. Cur nihil audis? 
Sub foeni meta dormitat ipse puer. 
-William John Wolf, '40 
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OF FRIENDSHIP 
November 28, 1938 
Dear Johnathan: 
Last night the stars snapped like sapphires in the 
wintry sky. Orion thrust his mighty shoulders 
toward the zenith; and walking quite alone across the 
dam,p fields, I recalled our pact-once made in jest on 
a crisp autumnal night-that when the celestial hunter 
uprose, overarching space, we should think of one an-
other. 
I remembered that evening-by calendar some-
what more than a year ago, but nearer to a lifetime by 
the fitful chronometer, the soul-when, by accident of 
<:hance conversation at the table upon some long-for-
gotten book, we eagerly explored the other's mind. 
Then, overcome by the richness of unexpected treasure, 
we passed the evening in foolish attentions to the other's 
service at table, his comfort at the movies, and choice 
of transportation. 
Yes, all these petty details etched sharply on the 
mind during a sleepless night of restless reverie have 
become familiar images in my memory, although I 
smile now and then at their seeming triviality. 
Since that happy evening, Johnathan, you and I 
have learned much of the prose of the other's past and 
dreamt not a little of the poetry of the future, feeling 
our intellectual powers often increased by affection. 
Although we have always been innately sincere in our 
discussions, never allowing those hypocracies of con-
vention and propriety to veil the mind or heart, I have 
at times been troubled by self-deception and yet pre-
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ferred to keep the mask. Why, Johnathan, does a man 
feel that his friend's virtue far exceeds his own? Why 
is every quality common to both magnified in the 
friend? Why does a mere opinion of his invest itself 
in the splendor of philosophical speculation? Why do 
his temptations appear less frequent than our own? 
His compromises less shameful? His very limitations 
excusable, or his trivial possessions objects of inesti-
mable worth? Is there, Johnathan, a compromise be-
tween the affections and the reason? And is it desir-
able that this compromise should produce mellowness 
at the expense of intensity? 
There is still another field in which this process of 
intensification gives rise to distortion-the idiosyn-
crasies of personal conduct. This bit of Emerson-
with which you are familiar-- ! think most nobly 
explains some of the uncertainties and doubts of friend-
ship : 
" If I was sure of thee, sure of thy capacity, sure to 
match my mood with thine, I should never think again 
of trifles in relation to thy comings and goings, I am 
not very wise; my moods are quite attainable, and I 
respect thy genius ; it is to me as yet unfathomed. Yet 
dare I not presume in thee a perfect intelligence of me, 
and so thou art to me a delicious torment." 
I wish you wrre here now that I might enjoy one 
of those stimulating privileges of friendship-that of 
thinking out loud in common. But until we have an 
opportunity for conversation I list these items of in-
ventory : a belief that Friendship is one of the realities 
which men may cultivate, that its noblest expression 
has been revealed in Christianity whose central message 
is love, that tenderness is its pleasure, vicarious sacrifice 
its beauty, and its fruit consecrated service. 
Your friend, 
W.J. W ., '40 
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TO A THUNDERHEAD 
Above the forest deeps your flanks reflect 
The gorgeous russet of an embered sphere; 
The languid winds and tides of heaven erect 
Your sculptured, massive form, so vast and sheer. 
Not even the lonely cloud of dawn, nor yet . 
The shrouded orb of eve can one retain 
In thought, when all your glowing peaks have set 
Their scudding sails, the port of night to gain. 
The might that harbors in your silent breast, 
The peal with which all nature you could shake, 
Lie sleeping now. Your ruddy face is dressed 
For death, as you are seen above yon lake. 
And brooding dark comes soon, your life to claim, 
Your beauty's lost, and gone your searing flame! 
Ralph S. Grover, '41 
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TINTORETTO-A PORTRAIT 
George W. Smith, Jr., '39 
nHE golden sparks of a day-worn sun steal through the mossy apertures of the ancient cloister. The half-gloom of the twilight 
strikes up a succession of mysterious shadows on the 
pavement, as the light dan,ces on the edges of the ivy 
leaves outside. Swiftly around the corner comes the 
pad of sandaled feet-regular and staccato, like the tick-
ing of a clock. A gray-habited figure rounds the turn 
at the end of the passageway; then it reduces its pace 
to a slower and more ambling tread. 
Almost reaching the bottom of the little slits 
which now release streams of light waist-high, this tall 
monk attracts attention by his quiet bearing-his un-
ruffled ease, his silent grace. His slender-fingered 
white hands are clasped across his smooth-fronted 
chest; but he now seems a little disturbed, although 
his head is tilted forward as if at rest. He brings 
himself up sharply at the far end of the walk, wheels 
around, then plods back again. 
Suddenly he snaps his head upward and turns his 
face toward the light. He pulls a little bench into 
position beneath a niche in the wall and stands upon 
it to gaze out on the long shadows cast by the trees 
upon the grassy slope. He looks far out as if to make 
out the outline of a ship on the horizon of an ocean. 
His sad and softened countenance seems to absorb 
some of the fast-disappearing beauty of the twilight 
as though it were a cool, refreshing drink from the 
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spring which bubbles forth at the crest of the hill. 
His sallow, wrinkled skin catches the flickering, 
spotted light as it is cast from the waving trees of the 
grove outside. His eyes-almost glazed-seem to 
reflect the radiance of the fiery setting sun like mirrors 
catching the light of a star. 
His chest heaves, his shoulders droop, as he steps 
down from his former station. He sinks down on the 
stool to brood, and as he does so, he pulls down the 
hood of his rough woolen habit, revealing a mass of 
whitened hair-hair like the snowy clouds that almost 
strike the campanile. He runs his fingers through it, 
and then his head sinks to his knees in an attitude of 
utter dejection. 
Now the sun has reached its chamber behind the 
hills, and dulL dark gloom settles on the walk. By 
two's and three's m,ore figures appear-habited and 
silent like the first. The white-crested monk stares 
into the dusk, unnoticed by the rest. A bell tinkles 
in the tower; as it dpes, he shakes his head as if to rid 
himself of a swarm of bees, rises from his seat, and 
installs himself in the quiet, shuffling group. Now 
he is indistinguishable from the rest, and the swish of 
garments lulls the darkened place into a dozing 
quietude. 
